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To THE 


| Nobility and Gentry. 


HE Dclicacy of Taſte in Mu/ick 
1 | which the Engliſh have of late 
Years arriv'd to, makes it neceſſa- 
xy that all Entertainments of this 
— bind ſhou'd be as exquiſite as the 
he Thing will bear. For this Rea- 
ſon it is, that the Perſons concern'd in the re- 
viving of Engliſh Opera's lay before the Town 
the Scheme of their Undertaking; not without 
Hopes, from former Encouragements, that the 
World will come into ſo Agreeable and Inn 
cent a Diverſion. | 
Their firſt and principal Deſign is to fix theſe 
Entertainments, and make them more laſting 
in England. It has been obſerv'd, that if we 
ſhou'd have the Misfortune to loſe the beſt of 
the Italian Performers, either through Ape, 
want of Health, or their Cuſtomary Inclination 
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of returning to their Native Country, Opera's 
mult neceſſarily fall. But it wou'd be happy if 
we had young People train'd up here in England, 
and inſtructed to ſing after the Italias Manner; 
(and ſure the Town will be willing to encou- 
rage ſuch a Nurſery, who may emulate thoſe 
Excellent Performers :) This wou'd be a Means 
not orfly to eſtabliſh but perpetuate theſe favou- 
rite Entertainments. 

To thoſe who may perhaps mention the Dif- 
ficulty of finding Native Voices for the Engliſh 
Theatre, we beg leave to obſerve that England 
has already ſupply'd us with Mrs. 7 ofts, Mrs. 
Barbier and Mrs. Robinſon ; who may ſtand in 
Compeuuon with the moſt Eminent among the 
1tal:ans : There have formerly been Men, who 
have given entire Satisfaction to the Publick on 
the Stage, and there is no Reaſon why others 
may not be found #ow, who will be glad to 
qualify themtelves upon Encouragement. We 
cannot but remember one of late Years whoſe 
Voice, dedicated to more ſolemn Performan- 
ces, the [Italians themſelves have own'd was 
not to be parallel'd; and if we may expect to be 
ſupply'd with the like, thoſe Artificial Voices, 
which are the peculiar Product of 1raly, may 
well be ſpared, and we are apt to believe the 


Engliſh will never regret the want of them in 


their own Country. | 
As ihe moderate Price demanded will help to 
convi:ce the Town that the Principal Aim is to 
divert the Publick upon the moſt eaſie and rea- 
| ſonable 
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frequent Benefit Day 
that have been juſtly complain'd of, and which 
they are reſolv'd ſhall never be charg'd upon 
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ſonable Terms the Nature of the Affair will ad- 


mit; ſo at the ſame time the Perſons concern d 
confeſs they flatter themſelves that this very 
Method will in the Event be ſerviceable to them. 
For they cannot conceive how any Diverſion 
can be laſting that is ſoBurdenſome, asare thoſe 
Exorbitant Praces, * okeoy nk and 
F, eſe are Grievances 


them. They are determin d to fit down ſatis- 
fied with a moderate Gain, and if in the Pro- 
ſecution of this Deſign they ſhall hereafter have 
occaſion to make Application to the Publick for 
ſome additional Encouragement, they promiſe 
that it ſhall be in ſuch moderate Terms as eve- 


ry Body may think well of. 


Now what they hope they may promiſe them- 
ſelves in the Succeſs, depends upon theſe three 
Particulars; The General Encouragement from 
the Town to what has been propos d; The Rea- - 
ſonableneſs of the Performers in their Demands; 
and The good Oeconomy and ſincere Deſign of 
Pleaſing in thoſe who have undertaken it. 


Dramatis Perf one. 


| Thomyris, Queen of * Mrs. Pulman. 

Orontes, her Son and General. Mrs. Barbier. 

Cleora, a Perſian Princeſs, ſup- 
poſed Neice to Cyrus, and 

deſign d by him to marry Ti- 8 Fletcher. 


granes. 


Tigranes, King of Armenia, 
Cyraus's Allie. 


Mrs. Margueritta. 


Baldo, waits on Orontes, Mr. Leveridge. 
Ar. Pack. 


Media, waits on Cleora. 


The SCENE is is that Part of Scythia, in- 


_ babited by the Maſſegetes. 
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ACT L SCENE I 


SCENE ATent in a Camp, Trees on bo: Sides. 
Cleora ir diſcover d in a melancholic Poſture, 
Media by her; Guards at a Diſtance. 


CLEOR 4. 


Ro M Sqtbian ond, to Pe: Court, 
ob! how thall I return? 
= Muſt I, alas! be Fortune's Sport, 
And only live to mourn? 
Freedom, thou greateſt Bleſſing, 
Why have I boft thy Joys? 
Pining, no Reſt poſſeſſing, 
| Crief all my Hours employs. 
Thy Loſs now to my Eyes 
A Flood of Tears will coft : 
Ob! why do we not prize 
Our Treaſure till tis loft: 
Freedom, &c. 
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nr ann 
10g thus, 1 * N 1 


Lis et, cho! ese Lau Is 2 Voes, 


That Monarch, 9 


Cleo Th 
Brings no 


Humour, ro ch Grief 
=o tho” ſome Relief 


Win ſoon reverſe our Fate; 


Ever merry, &c 


Yet, in Innocence 
Bravely I'll the worſt endure 3 


Like £1 


, firive my Heart to chear: 
And lu. aileep my Care. 


What ſhould alarm me? 
No Foe can harm me. 
Let Virtue arm ne! 
Fears will be vain. 
Tet, Freedom wanting, 
My Breaft they're haunting 
My Heart is panting, 
1 live in Pain. 
Hhat ſhould, &c. 


SCENE 


>. www 


') 
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SCENE IL 


The Scene changes, and diſcovers Thom is ſeated j : 
Courtiers, Guards, and other == „ 


Thom. riſing. With Heav' ns and — Aſſent, 
Queen of the Northern World I reign; 
Bleſs'd in yqur Eaſe, with Mind intent 


| Your Freedom to maintain. MM 


My Soul no er Empire craves : 
'Tis nobler thus my Pow'r to hold, 
And lead by Love the Free and Bold, 

Than drive a World of Slaves. 
Rouſe, ye Brave, for Fame and Glory, 
And oppoſe invading Spight / 
Drive the ſlaviſh Foe before ye ! 

Turn 10 Terror all their Raging! 

Ton muft conquer when engaging, Sy 
Ii for Liberty you fight. 
Rouſe ye, &c. 


SCENE 


1 THOMTRIS. 


SCENE u. 
| Enter Orontes, and kyeels to Thomyris 


Hail! mighty Empreſs! 
Tho. Riſe, my | — | 
Oren. Return'd with Spoils your Arms have won, 
Permit me at your Feet to bleſs 
Kind Heav'n, and you, for our Succeſs. 
And may this firſt Advantage prove | 
A happy Omen from above! [ He riſes. 
Tho. So ſoon victorious ! 
Oro. The numerous Foe, to paſs the Flood, 
At diſtant Fords divided ſtood. 
A Part, ſpread o'er the Scythian Field, 
Was charg'd, and forc'd to yield, 
And here the Conquer'd wait, 
From you to know their Fate. 
Tho. I'll ſee em now, and bleſs 
The Pow'rs who grant Succeſs. 


BB 


Oron. 


SCENE 


E 


| 
| 
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The Trumpets, Kettle-Drums, Hoboys, &c. begin à War- 
Exfens, Stondards, and ther Tregies, and ledge 

+ St ot rophies, i 
an Priſoners, and Cleora laft, attended by 


Tho. Soldiers, ſtay; and, e er you go, 


Leave with tne that Female Foe! 


The Soldiers having left Cleora, march and Exeunt. 


Cleo. Feaſt, Thomyris, feaſt your Eyes 
With a weak, tho* Royal Prize! 
Oron. Guard me, Heav'n: what Charms I view, 


Charms, that Conqu'rors may ſubdue! _ F| Mfide. 
Cleo. Shou'd the Foe no favour find, | 

To the Virgin yet be kind! 

You'll perhaps but lend to Day 

What Cleora may repay. 
Tho. Mov'd with Pity, not with Fear, 


Princeſs, we the Yielding ſpare. 
Let an ambitious reſtleſs Foe, 
de proud of univerſal Woe. 
1 Whoe'er true Greatneſs underſtood 


Knows, to be great is to be good, — NO 
| | Ho- 
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Honour d, ſafe, and ſerv'd like me, 
In Scythia then remain. 
The Court your only Priſon be, : 
Your Word your only Chain. 
No more let Sorrow pain you" 
5 Aud ev'ry Foy reſtore. 
New Pleaſures ſhall detain you: 
can give a0 More. 
No more, &c. 
 [ Exe. Thom. and Attendants. 


e = FLAVTY i YE? | 
SCENE V. 


Orem By my Royal Motherchear'd, 
What, bright Princeſs, can be fear'd? 
Firm in Protection, and in Love, 
To fave and bleſs is all her Aim. 
Gracious, like the Pow'rs above, 
like *em, ftill the Same. 
Bright Wonder of Nature, 
Divine in each Feature, 

You c all Hearts : 
Admiring, we're dying : 
'Tis only by flyi 
We're ſafe from your Darts. 
Bright, &c. 
[Exit Orontes. 


SCENE 


THOMTRIS. 


SCENE VL 


Cleo. He's gone—.'tis well——not all my Pride 
Cou'd my Diſorder hide 


Ye Pow? rs, Oh! whether ſhall I move? 

From War's Alarms, I turn to thoſe of Love. 
* Med. Never let your Heart deſpair, 
OOO CONE ine Crean d yon; 

Tho” defigning Foes ſurround you, 

f | Spight and Envy cannot wound you. 
| Innocence ſhall guard the Fair. 
Never, &c: 


Cleo. I chide my panti Heart in vain 
I feel a ſoft, a ſtrange = Arn reign z F 


And dread, yer love the Pleaſure, and the Pain. 
Fro Tie wt wir alin e's 
FE And warms me, 


| I know not what to name 


The ſecret pleafing Flame, 
But ſure if Love's the ſame 
Sweet is expiring. 
| 1 lem, &c. 
3 - [Exit Cleora. 
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SCENE VI. 
Enter Baldo. 
Bald. Fair Damſel, if it is a Fault 
T'intrude upon a Virgin's Thought, 


Let, from the Prince, this precious Stone, 
From me, this precious Heart atone. 
Med. Fair-fj 


peaking Sir, tis well addreft. 
I, for the Ring, excuſe the reſt. 
Bald. To gain by yours, your Lady's Fayour, 
Is a young Lover's firſt Endeavour. 
And, when the Pair of Turtles ceo, 
Baldo the uire, and you, 
In Courſe know what we have to do: 
| Med. I'll ſerve the Prince; and, as for you, 
I gueſs you have not much to do. 
Bald. My Delight, my Dear, my Princeſs / 
With defire I loſe my Senſes. 
J before you feel with Fury 
My Blood hurry 
Thro' every Vein 
Like a Dart 
I feel a Smart, 
And ſomething tickle at my Heart. 
Dying thus who can complain ? 
I bad wow'd to play the Rover, 
Fool with Love, or give it over : 
But who can, tho grave and wiſe, 
Scape thoſe Dimples, Looks, and Eyes? 


ä AO Am 
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\ Then to bleſs you, 
1 Fl addreſs you, 
| Preſs you, kiſs you, and careſs you : 
Till like. me, yon cry, "tis vain, 
| Oh ! my Dear, to frown and feign: 
Dying thus, who can complain ? "oe 
| Med. Hold! how dare you be ſo urging: 4 
' Would you raviſh here a Virgin? 
| Think you for your Ring I'll bear it? | 
There it is But VI never wear it. 
[She makes an Offer to give him back the Ring, and at 
| his Approach puts it up again. | 


| Away, you Nover! 
For ſhame give over / 
You play the Lover, 

So lite an Afs. 
| You preſs, and thunder, 
| To bring us under ; 


Then all you plunder, 
And leave the Place. 

Tho' you're for forming, 
| And think you're charming, 
| Tour faint performing 
| Me read in you're Face. 

— 5 | 3 Away, &. 
Bald. I'll be conſtant, never fear! 
I do' that's ſtrangely out of Faſhion. 
If you doubt me, come, my Dear, 
Take an Earneſt of my Paſſion. 
"Med. Prithee leave me ! preſume not to court m 
Bald. Pray relieve me, or do not tranſport me / 
ed. You ſo tire me, that I muſt fly. 
Duo. Bald. You ſo fire me that I miſt 11x. 
Ned. Tore ſo tei xing. 

Bald. You're ſo pleaſing. 
1 Med. So preſuming. 
| Bald. $9 — 


THOMTRIS. 
[Med. So affrighting, that I muſt fig. 
Bald. So delighting. that I muſt try. 


Med. Tho' Bees may the Sweets be ſharing, 
| FH bich they re repairing, 
Duo. |! ay Ta Drones deſerve 


—— 


* To ſtarve. 
= Bald. Like the Bees thoſe Sweets be ſharing, 
E re pais ing; 
Empty Drones 


L Alone ſhouid ſtarve. 


[ She retires and goes off, Baldo following ber all the 
while. 


8 C E NE vm. A Priſon. 


Ti agyancs is diſcover'd in Chains, with a Letter which be 
ba, been writing. He riſes. 


Tigr. Joy and Empire are no more. | 
Hope and Freedom are no more. 
Fate of Comfort does bcreave me. 
Love alone will never leave me, 
and deſpairing I atlore. | 
Joy and Empire are no more, &C. | 
Die Tigranes, then unknown, 
To thy felf a Stranger grown! 
Shall Cleora know from me 
Still Ihe, and ſhe not free? 
Bur oh! Love once moe bids me try 
To free the Fair, and Oic. 
Enter Keeper. 
Thou Keeper of rÞis Scat \Voe, 
With this (a Soldier to relive: 


'Co 
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To the Pan Princeſs go, [Gives him 4 Letter. 
And ſhare the Gift [ may receive! [ Exit Keeper; 
Cruel Pow'rs, to you 'tis known 

How (her Freedom to retrie ve) 


I fought, and loit my own: 


But, till i both regain, 
Can I her Love obtain! 
In vain is complaini 
The way of obtaining we" 
I bravely to dare! 
Fate eaſe me ! 
Releaſe me / 
My Paſſion ſo rages, 
Succeſs it engages, 
No noble Deſpair. 
In vain is complaining : 
The Way of obtaining | 
1{s bravely to dare. [Exit Tigranes: 


SCENE IX. A Palace. 
Euer Thomyris. 


W > Guy on 4 Crown attending, 
preſſing is your Weight / 
a to * Great are 
But Cares command the ls: ö 
Cares on a Crown 
How preſſing is TJ Weight * * 


> THOMTRIS. 
SCENE X. 


Enter Orontes. 


Oron. How pleaſing were I, cou'd I but ſhare 
Tho? not your Empire, yet your Care? 
Tho. I thank your Love But oh! my Son, 
When you, the Hopes of Scytbia, run 
Into the Danger, others ſhun, 
The Nation fears, I grieve unſeen; 
And, in the Mother, loſe the Queen. 
Our Troops are few but thoſe to join 
The King of Pontus does incline. 
The Pledge of Union is to be 
His beauteous Daughter, bleſt with thee. 
For this the People fue, this now the State demands; 
The Mother counſels; but the Queen . 


SCENE XI. 


Euter Cleora. 


Orex. You Powers above! 
Oh! muſt | ſacrifice my Love! 
But ſee! She comes — Oh! how ſhe charms ! 
How ſtruggling Reaſon ſhe diſarms! 
Forgive, forgive, you Rules of State! 
I yield to her, and Fate. 


Her 


Her 
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very Silence is perſuading. 
2 no a he's invading. 
Cleo. Oh! my Bluſhes will reyeal 
The Flame I wou'd conceal. 
Oron. Lovely Princeſs, oh! forgive me! 
Turn not from me, do not leave me, 
With a pitying Look reprieve me! 


' Preſs'd from you my Heart to tear, 


ow daring by Deſpair. : 
: leo. Ah Milne, | — not hear you muſt not ſtay. 
1 ſhall gaze my Heart away. IAlde. 
Oron. Be kind, and Love will make you ſay, 
"Tis ſweet to gaze a Heart away. 
Tho' Fear a while the Mind alarms, 
The more the pleaſing Danger charms. , 
Be kind, &c. | Exit, 


SCENE XII. 
Cleo. Be firm, my Mind! Maintain a Sov'reign's Part! 


Let the Head controul the Heart! 
Let us fly, let us fly our Undoing! _ 


allures us; but Reaſon denies. 
Thoſe are caught, who the Chace are purſuing, 
But ſhe's ſafe, and may Conquer, who flies. 


Let us fly, let us fly our Undoing : 
Love allures us, but Reaſon denies. [Ex. 
B 3 ACT 
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ACT IT. SCENE L 
SCENE A Palace. 


Enter Thomyris, Orontes, and 4 Captain of the Guards. 


Tho. N Time moſt Vict'ries loſe their Fame, 
But yours the common Fate diſclaim. 
The conſcious Foes, with Grief confeſs, 
How great their Loſs, and your Succeſs. 
They miſs their brave Ally, Tigranes. 
Oron. Among the Slain 
For him they've ſought in vain. 
Tho. Perhaps a Pri'ner here unknown, 
He may himſ If difown. 
Oren. Let Starch be made. 


[75 te Captain who goes out and bows. 


Tio. Since thus, my 3 n, ev'n Sov'reigns are 
Subject to the Chance of War, 
Your Nuprials muit, without Delays, 
Secure cur Empire, and our Race. 
'Fo-tuch an Hhinen muſt | pre ſs you? 

Mutt 1 fue fo long, to bleſs you? 
Ne'er torment me; 
But content me. 

Love repay me! 

Ne'er delay me! 
Love and Duty no Wav'ring allow, 
Muy ſo tearly do I love you ? 

Could I fear I ne er ſhould move you, 

Ne er nove jou till now ? 


Ne er, &c. 


Oron. 


| 
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Oron. Ah! too too much my Soul you move. 
Ye cruel Pow'rs! —-—Oh *yrant Love! Ade. 
Oh Queen! Oh Mother! 1 for Pity ſue: 
I plead againſt my ſtubborn Heart for you; 
rm rack d, I'm torn in the Debate: | 
I ftruggle with Averſion ſtrong as Fate. 
I dread Complying, 
I dread Denying, 
More than Dying. 
I grieve to ſee your Sorrow ; 
Yet would not grieve to Die. 
But ſure Til die to Morrow, 
If I to Day comply. 
1 grieve to ſee your Sorrow; + 
Net would not grieve to die. 
[Orantes leads out Thomryis. 


The Scene changes to 4 Garden. 
Cleora is diſcover'd by a Fountain 
Enter Baldo. He flops Media who is following Cleora. 


Bald. My Charmer ! 

Med. My Tormenter ! 

Bald. Stay. 

Med. I dare not. ; 

Bald. You may venture. 
Tell me, Queen of my Deſire, 
When will Love reward the Fire 
Of the Prince and of the Squire ? 
Med. For the Prince, all may go well: 
But for 0u— l cannot tell. 

Bald. Don't you love me? 

Med. No, not I. 

Bald. How? not love me! That's uncommen ! 


B 4 Wbat's 
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What's the Reaſon? 
Med. I'm a Woman. 
Bald. Give a better. 
Med. Why, thou Creature, 
Muſt a Woman give you many, 
And you Lovers ne'er have any? 
Bald. Prithee tell me! 
Med. In good Nature, now I will 
Know, I value Reputation; 
And by thy Looks, and by my Skills 
I foreſee 
What a Moniter thou'rt to be. 
Thy Wife, f. pight of Inclinarion, 
Muſt be kind. to all the Nation. 
No more fer Iñ edloc“ importune: 
In pity PII tell you your Fortune. 
Know, how will prove your Spouſe, 
She'll rant 
She'll Aray, 
She 4 paint, 
She'll play, 
She'll tope, 
Elope, 
She'll fall to all, and arm your Broms. 
She can't prevent it. 
Then reſt contented. 
She can't prevent it, if fre's your Spouſe. 
Sbe can't preveit it, foe'll erm Jour Brows. 


Bald. / c prevent it, if you're my Sponſe ; 


Tho' now Husbands never mind it, 
Nothing, when you're mine, will pain me. 
II fo py you, Child, you'll find ic 
Work encugh to entertain me. 
Do not think ſo warm a Lover 
For a Jeſt will eer give over? 
No, no; I your Secret can diſcover, 
Tou to try me 
Seem to fly me, 


THOMTYTRIS. 
For what Beauty can deny me ? 


Do but view me. 


Pre ſuch Charms, if &er you knew me, 
To I ſhun'd you, you'd purſue me. 
Do you think ſo warm a 
For a Feſt will e er give over? 
Med. Prithee, Fellow, why ſo prefling, 
Vet ſo negligent of Dreſſing? 


Lover 


So ſtrangely needing 
Air, and Breeding, 


You diſgrace one with Carefling. 


What Lover ever 
Can hope for Favour, 
But muſt endeavour 
To charm the Fair ! 
He makes Advances 
By Sighs and Glances ; 
He ſings, and dances, 
And mends his Air. 


Then now to eaſe me, 
Pray ceaſe to teize me, 
Firſt learn to pleaſe me, 


And then -— deſpair. 


What Lover ever can hope for Favour, 
But muſt endeavour to charm the Fair ? 


V3” 


SCENE III. 
Baldo. 


Bald. A better way I'll pleaſe my dear. 


Sighs and Glances, 

 Foppiſh Fancies, 

Soft and tender 
Might offend her: 


Honeſt Roughneſs gains the Fair. 
Tp ſee a Fop with Monty Graces 


And damn'd Grimaces 


[ Exit. 


. Ogling, 
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The Man that's brisk and bold * Wooing, 
Claſping, preſſing, 
&iffing, 


never fear to gain the Fair. 
To ſee a Fop, &c. 
SCENE IV. APri/or. 
Tigranes, and after Cleora and Orontes. 
A Light is diſcover d. 
Ver. What Splendor dares invade a Cave 
Familiar with the Night ! 

Thoic 5c:ms that Heav'n as Bleſſings gave, 
Now wound my Eyes, grown Strangers to the Light. 

Enter Cleora with Attendants, who keep at a diſtance. 

Tigr. Ye Pow'rs! What Goddeſs, lower than the Grave 
Thus condeſcends to charm, and fave, 
S8o raviſhingly bright! 

Cleo. Tigrazes! Oh! [ Weeps diſcovering bin. 

Tier. Lis Cleora! oh! 'tis ſhe. 

Cleo. Oh! killing Sight! 

Tigr. Oh Joy! oh Pain! Confuſion, yet Delight! 
Cleo. Heav'ns! without Pity can you fee 

_ Majeſty in Miſery! 

Tigr. Cruel Fortune! Fateunkind ! 
I in Chains, and ſhe confin'd! . 

Cleo. Brave Tigranes, oh! forbear! 
For my fake thoſe Chains you wear: 


— 1 0 


— 4 
/ w 


Will you teach me to deſpair? I, 


\ 
( 
( 


Sure ris Tigranes, or a Rival lov'd. 
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J, tho a Captive, „kt the Free, 
May taſte che Sweets of Liberty. 
Bur | ſhare, till I relieve you, 
The Pains : hat grieve you. 
Tier. Oh! at once y-u fill with Joy, 
Bleſs me leſs, or you'l: deſtroy. 
Strike m, Fate! now no Danger alarms me, 
Tho” tis dreadful to fall when ſo high. 
Spare her only who pities, and charms me; 
My fond Soul hence with Pleaſure ſhall fly. 
Strike me, Fate! now no Danger alarms 
| The tis dreadful to fall when ſo higb. 
Cleo. ( apart.) | urn ingrate, rebellious Heart, 
Whom a Foe alone can move! 
Oh I cannot tear the Dart. 
Gratirude my Tears impart ; 
Bur Pity will not turn to Love. 
Ob! in Pity ceaſe to grieve me 
Do but live, Fate will relieve me. 
Duo.) Jo and Pleaſure may return. 
J Tigr. Ob! in Pity ceaſe to grieve me 
o but ſmile, Fate will relieve anc. 
Joy and Pleaſure will return. 
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SCENE V. 


Enter Orontes and Attendants. 


Oron. apart. Death to my Hopes ! what do I hear 
and ſee! | 

My Soul's untun'd with envy'd Harmony. 

Juſt were my Doubts. Oh! how my Soul is mov'd; 


— A'S 


Cleo. The Prince of Scythia ! oh my Shame! Aid. 
Tigr. Fatal Turn! y d 1 


Oron. Happy he, who here go mourn 


May 
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May Cleora's Preſence claim! ; 
Cleo. Rather wretched thoſe who grieve, 
When we have only Tears to give. 
Dodubly wretched in Deſpair, 
When you envy him a Tear. | 7 
Oron. Oh! you my Fears can ne er remove. Fre 
The Springs of Pity flow like Love. 
' Tigr. Tho' Love and Pity now were joining, 
Why ſhould you be repining ? 
Oron. What vanquiih'd Foe dares talk fo high? 
Tigr. A Soul unconquer'd dares all Foes defie. 
Oron. Ah! 'tis Tigranes ſure tis he. 
Tigr. Tis I; ſtill Royal Spight of Fate —— 
In Rage I loſe my Shame. 
Undaunted, and in Ruin great, 
The Lion is the ſame. 

Oron. Then know But, Guards, from Chains 
Firſt ſer him free 
Know, I'll not yield my beauteous Prize to thee. 

Tir. Not yield her! Fate, oh once be kind: 


8 
Set me but free, the Fair ſhall be reſign'd. 1 
Do you, my Goddeſs, but conſpire 
With Cyrus, and my Fire, 7 


From Chains I dare to Heav'n aſpire. 

Oron. Ah! Princeſs! 

Cleo. ] dare not think of Love or Hate: ( 

Tis Qrus over-rules my Fate. 

Oron. Say, muſt I then deſpair? 
Will you, my cruel Fair, 

No more regard me? 

C! grant me love again / 
Or let me ne er complain: 
A ity Death reward me. 

Cleo. Oh! Leave me to deſpair ! 
From Hope, and all that's dear, 
Vn Fate 6ebarr'@ me. 

i Cleora rerires, Orontes following ber 


[ Exeant. 
SCENE 
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SCENE VL 
Tior. She's gone, ſhe's gone! the conqu' ring Foe pur- 
Fg ls ye Geode tamely will not loſe her. | ſues her. 
Fate now arm ne, 
Fears alarm me. | 
Love and Glory inſpire to dare. 
Cet me free, the Pow'rs that warm me 
| Soon will raiſe me from Deſpait. 
| Fate noW, &c. 


SCENE VII. A Talace. 
Enter Cleora, follow'd by Orontes. 
Oron. Stay, cruel Beauty! 
Soon, call'd by Dury, 
To kinder War I Il go. 
Since you leave me, 
And no Pity ſhow, 
Death will not grieve me, | 
Cleo. Firſt by War and you undone, 
Greater Dangers yer I ſhun. 
Cruel Prince, while you purſue me, 
Love, and yu, may more undo me. 
Ob! I muſt fly! | 
Ceaſe to try 
To Charm me / 
In vain my Heart you move. 
No Hope appears ; 
Crue] Fears C 
Alarm me. 
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I dare not love I dare not love: 
M bat could you claim, 
Should your F.ame 
E'er warm me? 
Daty and Fate allow no Return. 
Hopeleſs, alas ! would you ſee me burn? 
Ob! I muſs fly, &c. 
_ Oren. The Queen! [Exit Cleora, 


SCENE VII. 


: Enter Thomyris. 

Thom. Afide. My Son, and that lovely Foe! 
Sure their Looks betray'd Surprize ! 
In my Breaft ſome Doubts ariſe, 
Which yer I dread the Sung C-owd ſhou d know. 
A Sov'reign's Though: malt ſtil} He lying 
Deep, "cape the Vulgar's prying. 

. Freed froni Chains, as ſoon as known, 

Great Queen, Tigran-s is remaining. 

Tho. Your Val ur vanqu'ih'd him before; 
By g-n'rous Care ſubdue him more, 

His Wants preventing. 

A whi'» 50 Conqueſt charms me, 

And :niclts my tender Heart, 

Let "ity do he. Part. 

7e greateſt Joy | 
We bare N 

15 when we kindly ſave 

Thoſe whom we may deſtroy, 

| A while, &c, [Ex. Thom, 


SCENE 


'E 
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SCENE IX. 


Orontes. . 

In vain I ftrive, I muſt the Pain endure, 
The Power alone that gave the Wound, can cure. 
| Love relieve me 


SCENE X. 


Enter Baldo, fantaſtically dreſ5'd. 
Bald. What Plague is like Drefling ! To work I'm well 
In all her odd Whims, I muſt nick a Coquet. (ſet. 
This Maggot of Coupling ws 
Now makes me a Fopling; 
All larded with Gold, ſtuff d with Ribbons and Lace, 


Still idling, to mend a damn'd finical Dreſs. 


Oh! What a Fatigue, to ſet off a good Face. 
Slaves to the Faſhion, 
M bat Slav'ry can be worſe ? 
Slaves to Love's Paſſion, 
Tau need no other Curſe. 
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The Modes like Nomen vary; 

Love Plagues us till we Marry; 
Then we're eas'd of both in Courſe. 
Slaves to the Faſhion. H 
| akon = . nh 


8 0 E N E XI. | | 
Enter Media. | : 
Bald. Oh! yonder comes Media! my Charms I mut | 
Med. Bleſs me! what Monſter do I ſpy! _—_ 
Bald. My Goodneſs, tis 1. | 
Look, lan guiſh, and die Look and die! ö 

Aal. A. Fool, away ! 

_ Young Foplings may pleaſe us, when handſom and gay: 

But an old Fop is dull every way. | 
Bald. Try me well e'er this you ſay. | 
Med. No worſe Plague could cer befal FEY | 
Bald. What would I not do, to maul thee? 6 

Med. Shou'd &er the Fair diſdain you, 
Leave ber ond learn to range / 
In vain complain yo; 
The more ſhe'll hate and chain you. | 
Pain ber again, and change! = 
Shau'd &er the Fair diſdain you, 
Leave her, and learn to range] 
Bald. Pray what nice Lover 
| Proves a Rover, 
Till the Whim of Love is over? 
I would leave you, you fo fret me; 
But Point of Honour will not let me. 
Then any other Task command me, 
And if I don't perform, disband me. 
Med. You'll not do it. 
Bald | will. 
Ated. I fear it. 


= =o 
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Bald. 
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Bald. On this truſty Sword I ſwear it. [ Draws his Sword. 


_ - Med. Kill your ſelf then! No denying. 
| Bald. I deny!—— See, Fm complying. 
Hold J might ſpoil this Face by Dying. 
Med. Go, a Coward ne'er can me, 
Valour only can diſarm me. [ Exit. 


CER PRRERPRARTNTRIDTST 
SCENE XI. 
Baldo. 
Baldo. Well, fince you will my Valour try, 
Tu to the Bed of Honour fly, 
And return in yours to die. 


Fm bleſs is a Soldier, when lifted to rove 
| From Beauty to War, and from Glory to Love; 


SCENE XIII. 
Enter Tigranes in 4 Princely Dreſs, Orontes with him. 


. 
| Tigr. To your Favour much I owe: 
I find Friendſhip in a Foe. 
Bur how ſoon my BI end! ; 
I find a Rival in a Friend. 
Tho' I by you Cleera ſee, 
The greateſt Pleaſure * to me, 
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When 
TT . 
To ſer the Fair 
Is ſtill a B 


Love! fill thy Chain Juear. 
Still doom d the Pain to bear; 
W 
inly I view ber, 


2 45 purſue ber; 
Net to behold the Fair 


Is fil 6 Beling. 


Love! „ fil, Ge. 


Or let me looſe, to end my Pains. 
My Heart can no Rival bear; 


Jealom, ev'n of your Deſpair. 


Tar. Oh! ed me hk ce NEE wn Chin, 


SCENE XI. 
Enter Cleora. 


Oron. Since uneaſie ſtill = ou prove, 
Impatient of my hopelefs Love; 

I all Advantages diſclaim, 

Unworthy of my Love 3 pM Fame 
"Tis at an home Head alone 
A Prize ſo noble ſhould be won —— 
— Your Freedom to Cleors owe, 
Now, as ſhe pleaſes, ſtay, or go! 


[Exit Orontes 


SCENE 
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SCENE XV. 


Cleo. Ne Pow'rs! Ob! let me kno; 
What Reaſon ought to ſway? 

Shall I ſay, fay, or go? 
Shall I ſay, go or ay? 
There's ſomething in my Heart, 
That tells me we ſhou'd part: 
But yet, when this I move, 
Ait thought a Hrong to Love. 

WY oe . pt 

rage and complain. 
I dare not ſay, fan, nor go; go, nor fay. 
Te Pow'rs, ob! let me know, 


What 1 ? 
Tigr. Oh! no more your Thoughts diſguiſe. 
I read my Sentence 8 Eyes. my 


| Yet fo well I Love, Ill caſe you, 


Nay die to pleaſe you. 
Since in vain I fitive to gain you, 
1 may die, no more to pain you. 
Farewel then, thou Beauty's Treaſure # 
Ripe from falling, 
| calling, ] 
Hopes of Death are all my Pleaſure. 
Since in vain I firive to gain Jous 
4 may die, no more to pain you. 


[Excunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
SCENE A Garden. 
Enter Cleora. 


P Retty Warbiers, ceaſe to hover. 

Preity Warblers, belp a Lover. 
From your Joys a Moment borrow : 
Time your Muſick to my Sorrow. 

Join, and anſwer, when I mouon, 
Grief alone is too tormenting 3 
There's a Pleaſure in lamenting, 

My — when yon return, 

. N arblers, &c. 


SCENE I. 


Enter Thomyris. 


7a. Lov'd and cheriſh'd every where, 
W har ſhould pain you, gricving Fair? 
Sure you mourn an abſent Lover. 


Cleo. aſide. Oh! my Looks M Flame 


\ 


rw, | 
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Tho. Ev'n your Bluſhes I will ſpare: 
I u be kind beyond deſiring. 
Since now before my Son I hear - 
Perſia's Army is retiring, 


For your Return you may prepare. 


Tho Juſtice might reſtrain you, 
will not detain you. | 
Cleo. afide. Cruel Kindneſs! 5 
Tho. apart. Her Looks her Love betray. 
70 her.] Are you not pleas'd? | 
Cleo. Oh! with Favours now you pain me. 
How ſhall 1 my Debt repay ! 
So much you ble 
It griev'd me leſs 
To be confin'd, than now to go away. 
Tho. In vain in vain is Delay 
Near falling, 
Duty calling. 
*Tis time to go away. 
No more your ſelf betray! 
When Reaſon 
Frees from Priſon, 
No free-born Soul would ſtay. 
In vain is Delay. 
Cleo. Thus obliging you undo. 
What is Freedom, lofing you? 
Tho. When Duty's requiring, 
| How ſweet is obeying, © 
1 How fatal denyin} ? 
Cleo. Your Virtues admiring, 
How ſweet is delaying, 
Duo. 4 Our Moments repaying ? 
Tho. I vain do you preſs me! 
| Ob why do you preſs me? 


| Cleo. Oh why do you preſs me? 
Detain me to bleſs me. 
Ho ſweet, &c. [Exeynt Thom. and Cleo. 
—— 84 SCENE 


o' ſome other might maul you, 
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SCENE W. 
Enter Media, follow'd by Baldo in a Warlike Habit. 
Bald. Halt ! wheis Love and Honour calls you, 


No Harm now can befal you, 
Tour Anger takes me down. 
Take my Heart, my Love tocrown. 
Let me garriſon the Town, 
Then, then, let me hang or drown. - 
Med. Follow your Prince! Go join his Army! 
Dare to be kill'd, and then, then, 2 ou'll charm me. 
Bald. I ſtay'd behind, from him to have 
A Meſſage to his Princely Fair. 
Med. You have your ie: : 
What more goa want, Sir? 
Bald. Some kind Token of your Favcur 5 
And then your Soldier's made for ever. 
Med. Can you leave ranging ? —— No. 
Ne'er think of changing ?—— No. 
And conflant grow —— No. 
Reform and marry---- No. 
In Love nc er vary No. 
You'd ſoon grow weary, 
And from me go. 
You'd wiſh to leave me. 
Pd wiſh to leave you. 
You would deceive me, 
I wouid deceive you. 
Nour Fate you know. 
Can qou —＋ ranging, and now grow ? of 
xit. 
SCENE 


kit. 
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SCENE w. 


Baldo. 
Bald. Who knows where to have her! 
In vain I endeavour. 


| Oh! I cou'd rail; I cou'd rave, I cou d curſe; 


[cou'd wed her for Spight----I cou'd----never do worſe. 
No; wiſely Ill go, 
And turn my Fury on the Foe. 
Tho' wild, like Fortune, now I find her, 
brave Exploits may make her kinder. 
 Farewel Love and every Pleaſure / 
Honour calls, and we muſt part. 
War from you now claims my Leiſure. 
PII go raiſe my Fame and Treaſure - 
Storm, and Plunder; 
Fight and Thunder - 
Then at laft Tl bring you under. 
Cold and Conqueſt gain the Hart. 
Farewel Love, and ev'ry Pleaſure / 
Honour calls, and we muſs part. 


SCENE V. A Royal Tent. 
Orontes ſleeping, and chain d. Guards about bim. 
| - Enter Tigranes. 

Tigr. He ſleeps! ſtill happy, ſpight of Fate, 
Of quiet he partakes; 
Kind Dreams upon his Slumbers wait. 
| envy him this happy State. 


The Jealous ever wakes —— 
7 Wa Wake, 
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Wake, Orontes! wake, ariſc! 
- [Orontes awakes; and, looking about, flarts up in 4 
great Surprize. AR 
Oron. Ha! ture Idream--W hat Objects ſtrike my Eyes! 
To Arms My Sword —— Ha! Chain'd —— 
TDigranes here! ———— 
My Fellow Soldiers A 
_ Tigr. Surpriz'd like you, Death, or your Chains 
Rerreating Cyras, preſs'd by you, | — 
His Camp did to the Foe reſign, 
With Dainties ſtor'd, and treach'rous Wine, 
rous Juice, 


Your Scytbians ro ſubdue. 
Lethargick Drugs, mix'd with the gen 
Soon did to Sleep your wearied Troops reduce. 
Oran. Oh! Fraud alone of Vi&'ry cou'd deprive em. 
Kill me! Why ſhou'd I ſurvive em? 
Tigr. Brave Orontes, you muſt live. 
Oron. No; I hate the Life you give. 
Tigr. Live. 
Oroa No; let me die. 
Tigr. Live from Revenge Cleora to retrieve. 
Oron. Oh! her Name forces a Reprieve. 
Trier. Promiſe to reſign the Fair, 
And new [I'll fer you free. 
Oron. Death or Slav ry, let me bear; 
But claim her not of me! 
Jigr. Unhappy Lovers are ne er contented : 
Lamenting, tormented, 
pine, I burn. 
My Fair diſdains me; 
Ficuour reftrains me 
| Jealonfre paius me; h 
In vain I mourn. __ Unhaypy, &c. 
Without her, Life no Joys can give. 
No more to love her! 'tis no more to live. 
Oron. No more to love her / 
Ah, wo! Pl ae'er give over. 
her I comply, 
J die. 
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I prize no Foy above ber. 
Live chains my fond Heart. 
Tn vain from ber you tear me: 
We 1 er can part. 
She's bere, ſhe's ever near me: 
Tier. H has cenquer'd — — 
Honour has c ; ; | 
Take Liberty, the Debe 1 owe. * 
[ The Guards ſet Orontes free; 
Oron. | thank Tigrazes: Tho' now Life's a Pain. 
Like Friends we'll like Foes to meet again. 
Duo To lit, nor know the Joys of Love, 
Ute covet Trvive eto 200 bow: [Ex. ſeverally. 
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SCENE VI. 4 Palace. 
Euter Media and Baldo. 
Med. The grieving Princeſs to revive, 


Is there no Hope he's yer alive? 
Bald. Oh! Let the loſing World complain. 


_ Seythia's Brave Prince, our other Hope is ſlain. 


Tho' great Numbers ſcap'd by Flight, 
He, with the reſt, fell in the Night. 
Med. The Princeſs comes ——— Away. 
You might enrage the Grief I wou'd aſſwage. 


Enter Cleora. 


Cleo. Muy muſt Sorrow for ever attend me, 
Never end me : 


Hew 
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How I I crave 
. 

Hopes are loſt ——W bat: F monrn 
Can ne er return. 
Life's all Angaifh, 
We but Lil, 


SCENE VIE 
Enter Thomyris. 


Tho. Weep no more! or weep unſeen, 
opeleſs Mother, mournful Queen ! | 
Tho” deepeſt in a Royal Breaft,  ” 

Woe mult be born, yet not expreſt. 

Oh" thou, my only Hope, my Son, | 1 

Wbile 1 ie to weep alone 
Nobler Scythia owing, 

Shall with her Tears fee Per fran Blood o 'crflowing. 


H 


SCENE N. 
Enter Media, who throws berſelf haſtily at the Nr $ 


Feet. 


Med. Help ! Gracious Queen! Grant Innocence Relief. 
Tho. Who dares intrude on Royal Grief? 

Med. Oh! Pardon! in this dreadful Hour, 

Be Great in Mercy, as in Pow'r! 


Un'ics ' 


[ THOMTRES. 
Unleſs you ſave, Cleora dies, 1 
Devoted by the Crowd, an impious Sacrifice. 
Tho. Oh! She's lefs wretched yet than 1! 
Burt Juſtice bids me intervene : 

The Weak from lawleſs Rage to free, 


I And ftill exert the Queen. | [Excunt. 


SCENE X. A Temple. 
Enter Cleora 6s @ Vidim, Prieſts, and People. 


Cleo. Hear ye Scythians, cer I fall! 
Heav'n, hear a Royal Victim's Call. 

Ye Pow'rs, my welcome Death forgive! 
To meet my Love my Soul is flying. 

Since for him I could not live, 
With Joy for him I'm dying. 
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SCENE XI 


2 | 
Enter Thomyris, Gaards, Media, and other Attendants. 
i 750. Forbear! — Hold your impious Hand! 


Refign the Royal Maid! "Tis I command 
Guards! Tomy Tent attend her | 

of | When I protect, who dares offend her? 

' _ Clo. Why muſt [| thank you fer the Life I hate? 

; Great Queen, how wretched is my Fate! 

| [Ex. Cleora, Media, and /ome Guards. 
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SCENE XII. The Field WF: | 


Enter — in Diſorder, his Sword in his Hand as 
from the Fight. 


Tig. All is loſt: A hopeleſs Flight 
Succeeds the deſperate Fight. 
Barr'd a Retreat, in vain the Perſiaus fly; 
In vain the Scythian Mercy try: 
I both diſdain; and wou'd but bravely dye: | 
Vain Ambition, you ever fall. 4 
Tho” ftill you try 
To ſoar ſo bigh, 
Do ever fall; | 
All loſing, while you aim at all. | 
 Pow'rs, who with great Souls inflame us, 
FH hy does Reaſon ne er reclaim us, „ 
Till our Fate is paſt Recall? 5 
Vain Ambition, &c. ( 
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SCENE XIII. 


Enter Scythians whom Tigranes engages Gn 
Enters. 


Oroz. Hold Scythians, hold, 
Leaft you deftroy the S.ythians Friend. 
Tigr. He who loves Clors without _ 
Needs no Swords to kill him ; 
Behold my Breaſt, » | 
Now finiſh what her Eyes begun. 3 


e 
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Oron. Live! Live Tigranes, now 


| No more - Fug es but Brother. 


Tigr. What fay'ft thou? | 
Oron. Ceaſe your Wonder, till I tell the reſt 
For know, Cleora, whom I by 
Inſtinct lov'd, is d my Sifter. 
In Cyrus Hand read there her Story. [Giving @ Letter. 
In Scythia's former Wars 


' She was a Captive in her Cradle made, 


By Godlike Cyrus cheriſht as his own, 
By him and Providence reſerv'd 
For thy deſerving Arms, 
And Scythia's laſting Peace. 
Love now ſhall no more alarm me, 
War ſhall all my Thoughts employ ; 
Since Cleora muſt not charm me, 
Glory fall become my Joy. 
| Love No, &c. | | 
Tigr. What do the Bounteous Gods intend me? 
Oroz. Behold where joyful Thomyris, 
Rapt with a Mother's Joy, 
And fair Cleora with a Virgin's Bluſh, 
Come to rulate thy Fortune ! 
Tigr. O Joy, too great for Mortal Senſe. 
2 r RPSEAFCNTNE2 
SCENE VV. 
Euer Thomyris and Cleora. 
Tho. Hail, Brave Tigranes / 
Unfortunate in War, 
Lid _ bleſt in Love. my 
y thy Surprizing Fate, we { 
By what 1 | 
The will of Heav'n's convey'd. 


46 
Orontes, in a Miſtreſß loſt, 


Has in an Enemy 

Oron. Tigranes, in 2 Rival, 
Has preſerv'd a faithfal Friend, 

Aud (what was more than hope 
Cou'd ask) from a Deſpairing, 
Is a happy Lover. 
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Oron. Has found a tender Sifter. 
The. And Miramis now, no more Cleo, 
found a Mother. 


CHORUS. 


Lee and Virtue the Congueſ abtain. 


Peace 
Freedom by 
Danger is paſt : 
 Vittorious, 
Aud Glorious, 
Aftrea's Reign, 
The Bleſſings ſhall maintaix. 


5 


End of the Third and taft Act. 
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